val Queens 
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2 OR, THE DEATH OF. 


atis, & feliciter aut. 


pas: ; 
j hos vl 


TO THE 


RIGHT HONOURABEE, 


-Þ OHN. 


EARL .OF; 


 MUL GRAVE, 


Goitteniak of His Ma ties Bed-= 
- Chamber, and Kneghtof the moſt - 
Noble rupee of the Garter, 


My Lord, 


H E N Ihear ba many Perſons; not _ ſores 

. Judges, how Poets ave 'Cenfur d nſt, even" 
»- mhere they moſt intend 10 pleaſe; &' ſometimes' 
by thoſe to whom they addreſs, condemn d for Flatterers; Syro-"® _ 
phants, little fawning wretches, I'confeſs' of all Underrakings' 
there” is none more Mega to" me than oa as $9? 
nicely cruel are 08r futlpes, that after &Play'has cen genes 
rally applauded on the Go oy Drduftrions wares of _—_ 
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5 Obſervers ſhall damn it for. an Epiſtle or 2 Preface. 
. For this Reaſon, my Lord, Alexander was more to ſeek for a 

Patron in my troubled thoughts, than for the Temple of Jupi- 
ter Ammon 7 the ſpreading Wilds, and rowling Sands. 
 *Tis certain t00;he muſt have been loft, had not Fortune, whom 

I maſt once, at leaſt, acknowledge kind in my Life, preſented + 
me to your Lordſhip : Tou were pleas d, my Lord, to read it © 
over, Af by Af ; and by particular fraiſes, proceeding from 
the ſweetneſs, rather thanthe-juſtice of your temper, lifted me 
wp from niy natural Melancholy, and Difidence, to a bold be- 
lief, that what: ſo great an underflanding warranted, could 
owt fail of Succeſs. And here I were moſt ungrateful, if I ſhou'd 
n0t ſatisfie the judging World of the Surprize Iwas in. Par- 
don me, my Lord, for calling a Surprize, when Iwas-firft he-... 


nour d by waiting upon your Lordſhip: ſo muth unexpefted, 
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and indeed, unuſual affability from Perſons of your Birth, and 
Qzality ; ſotrue an Eaſineſs, ſuch Frankneſs without affetta-. 
tion, I never ſaw. Tour conſtant; but few Friends; bow the 
firmneſs of your Mind, which never varies, fo God-like aVir- 
rue, that a Prince puts off his Majeſty, whenhe-parts with 
Reſolution. ' In a:l the happy times, that] attended you;-un- 
leſs buſineſs, or accident, interpds d;1 have objers#d your Com- 
pany to bethe ſame. Tou have trawelF'dthrough all tempers, 
Sail d through all bumoursof the CourtFtnconflant Sea,” you 
have gain'd the gallant Prizes, which you fought, your ſe- | 
hfied unvaluable Friends: And Iantper feftly perſmaded, if 
you traffick but ſeldom abroad, tis. far fear of ſplitting upon 
finavesor Fools. MNor is#t Pride, but rather a Delicacy of 
Hour Soul, that makes you ſhun the ſordid part of the World, 
the Lees and Dregs of it; while in the nobleft Retiren:ent you 
enjoy the finer Spirits, @ have that juſt Greatneſs to be abovz 
the baſer. How commendable therefore is ſuch Reſervation 
How admirable ſuch-a Solitude ! If you are ſingular in this, 
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we ought to blame the wild, unthinking, diſſolute Age';-an Ape 
whoſe buſineſs is ſenſeleſs.Riot,'Neronian Gambols, and 53 2 
culous Debauchery ; an-Age that can,prodace few Perſons be” . © 
fades your Lordſhip; who"dare be alone. - All over hot haurs | 
burnt in Night-Revels, or drown d in Day-dead:fleep ; or if 
we wake, tis a point of reeling Honour jogs us to the'bield, 
where, if we live, or'dye, we are not concern d; for, the Soul 
was laid out before we went abroad, and our Bodies were after 
ated by. meer Animal Spirits, without Reaſon. When I more 
narrowly contemplate your Perſon, methinks T ſee in your © 
Lordſhip two of the moſt famous Charafers, that ever Anci- 
ent, or Modern Story cou d produce 5 the mighty Scipio, and 
the retir d Cowley. Tou have certainly the Gravity, Tempe- 
_ .rance, and Judgment, as well as the Courage of the firſt ; all 

" which,.in your early attempts of War, gave the nobleft dawn 
of Virtue ; and will,when Occaſion preſents, anſwer our ex- 
peftation, and ſhine forth at full. Then, for the latter, you 
poſſeſs all bis ſweetneſs of humour inpeace, all that Halcyon 
Tranquility of Mind, where your deep thoughts glide, like f+- 
* lentWaters, without a Wrinkle, your bours move with ſofteft 
Wings, and'rarely any Larum ftrikes to diſcompoſe you. You 
| have the Philoſepby of the firft:; and which, 1 confeſs, of all 
your qualities, 1 love moſt, the Poetry of the latter, I was ne- 
ver more mov'd at V irgil's Dido, than at aſhort Poem of 

your Lovd(bips,; where nothing bfit the ſhortneſs can be dif 
' likid. As aur Church-Men wiſh there were more Noble Men 
of their Funttion,. ſo-mijb I, in the behalf of depreft Poetry, 
that there were more Poets of your Lordſhips Excellence and 
Eminence. If Poetry be a Virtue, [be isa raggedone; and. 
never, in any Age, went baret than now. It may be objefled, 
- ſhe never deſerved leſs. To that 1 muſt not anſwer ; but Lam 
ſare, when ſhe merited moſt; ſhe was always diffatisfied, or ſhe 
would not have forſaken the moſt ſplendid Courts in theWorld. : 
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Vigil evd Wlaracs, Favourites of the mgibtiof Eneperonr, 
retird from him, preferring 's Miſtreſs, or a white Boy, and- 
two or three chearful drinking Friends in a Country Village, + 
to all the Magnificence of Rome: 'Qr if ſometimes they were 
fatch'd from their cooler pleaſures Wh an Emperial Banquet, 
wemay fee by their: Venſes te praiſe of a'Country Life, 'twas 
againfi their. Inclination ;- witneſs, Horace 77 his Epod. Be- 
atlus.1lle qui procul, 4." part of his ſixth Satyr, his Epi- 
file to: Eufe. Ariſt, Fingi#'s. Georgie, O Fortunatos ni- 
miambona f1, Ye." 4 rendred by Mr. Cowley, fo Copi- 
ouſly and: Naturally, as no. Ape gone before, or coming after, - 
ſhall equal, though all Heads joyn.d together to out-do him. I 
ſpeak; not of his exaneſs toa-line, but of the whole. This then 
may be ſaid, as to the condition of Poets in-al# times, fow ever 
arriudito.4 middle-Fortune, moſt have livd at the boweft, 
72016 euer-mounted tothe bigheft; neither by: Birth, for none. 
was ever born.a\Prince, as n0 Prince, tomy remembrance, was 
ever. born 4: Poets, nor-by Induſtry, becauſe they were- always 
roamauh tranſported by therr own thoughts, from minding the 
' grave buſineſs of-a. World, no. of: their humozuy ; Whereas 
even Slawes, the Rubbiſh off the Earth have, by moft'prodipi- 
ous Fortune, gajiz d aScepter, and'with theiroije' Meads, ful 
l;'d.the'Glorzes of a Cromms Praiſe is.the greateſt enconrage- 
ment me Camelions. can pretend to; orxather the Manna*that - 
heeps Soul and:Body togeth&r; me devour it as if it were An- 
gels; Food, and vaimy think we: grow-lmmvetal. "For my own 
partyl acknowledge, knever receiv d abettor ſatisfuFion from 
the, Applauſe of © an. Audience, than khave from: your: ſingle. 
Fudgments, Tou.gaze at. Beauties; and wink. at Blemiſhes; 
and.do.both ſo: gracefully; that the: firfdiſcouers:the acutes 
neſs. of . your Faelgrnent, the other the excellency-of" your Na- 
rae:  And-1: cans affeemsto. your Lord(bip; there is nothing 
tranſports'a Poet; next to:-Love, like commending in the right | 
2267 we Lbs place. 
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.--; ; The Epiſtle Dedicatoryc-.-; 
oats.” Therefore, 9 Lord, thi Playa 32 flerh and 
Alexander, whom TI have raisd fromthe dead, comes to 

. you with an aſſurance anſwerable to his Charafter, and your © 
Virtue. Tou cannot expett him in his Majeſty of two thou- 

ſand 'years ago, I have only put his. Illuflrions Aſhes in an | 
Urne, which are mow offer d with all Obſorvante, to. Tour "Mm 
Lordſhip, By © . | : 


' My Lord, 
Your Lotdfhips moſt humble, * 
oblig tioed, and devoted Servant, : I 
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bags ed the Danke Ln "Mr. Hart. 
- *  Clegs, Maſterof his Hoiſe.” Mr. Mohan. 

. ©. Ly/imachus, Prince of the Blood. Mr. Griffin. 
Hepheſtion, Alexander's Favourite. © ' Mr. Clark. » 
Cafſander, Son of” Antipater. ' - Mr.” Xexafton, | 

* Polyperchon, Commander of the Phalans Mr. Goodman, Comfoirators 
Philip, Brother to Caſſander. || Mr, Powel, AN | 
The lus, the Median. . - - - Mr. Wilſhire. | 
*.  Perdiccas, bf 4 N--2r- LF pot | ; 
F © Famencs, G: Grede! 55 Hr ".B 
- Meleager, )_ - 7 a. mar. Fern. 'T - S 
E  - _Ariftander, a Southlayer. ** do. Fe "oe Coyſh. E Dr ES -- 


; WOMEN, BY © 5g. 6 


entiioter of the Royal any = 

> |; ler. © F* 

WD: > Roxana, Daughter of C obertanus, firſt 

--- Wife of  4/exander. . 

Parifatis Siſter to Statira,in Love withZ Mis. Baker; 
© Jafmaches, © We. 
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ITE Bit of conitnos Cenkure ecou'd1 feat; RE 4 
| ore your Play my Name ſhou'd:nor appear; _ 7 
2 For *rwill be thought, and with ſome colour.coo, _— 
'T pay the Bribe I firſt receivid from You: 

dg murual Vouchers for our Fame we ſtand, . 
To play the Game into cachothers Hand; - 
And as cheap Fen'orths'to our ſclves afford 
* As Beſſus and the Brothers of the Sword. _--:: 
-Sach Libels private Men may well endure, '. : - 
When Sfates abd Kings theraſclves arc not ſecure ) 
| For 11 Men, conſcious of their inward Guilt, 
Think © Ax Actions on By-Ends arc buile.. G 

| d yet. int 7 ny had not ſcap'd their {pight, 

d not ſuffer'd me to write: - Rt 
1d4mnoc Ignorance pretend, . £4 oY 
, Or commend. Pg i 005.4 00 
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ragh aſcl I juſt, > Hs of ſhame: 

ty Merit of your Play. 

cdl We 'dit ſelf a Way. 

Tis has as tis at Sea fartl 

Or dares the moſt, make Ic reſt h 

.- Yet whenſome Virtuc nuch oat=grox 

* It ſhoves toofalt,” and h 
As his Heroic we 

le cok Bu 


Weonly warm the Hcad, bur you che Heart.” 

Always you warm! and if « =\7 riſing Year, 

As] in hot Regions,” bring the Sun too near, 

'Tis butto makes your fragrant Spices blow, 

| Which i in our colder Climatcs will not grow. _ 

They only think you animate your Theme 

With roo much. Fire, who are ns all Phle? "me 2 
Prizes wou'd' be for .ags of flowelt pace, , 


NR. 


Deſpiſe thoſe Deones, who praiſe: ; 
The too much 'yigoar I) you Yourhful Mae: wks > 
That humble Scile which they cheir Vircue make; 


pos 


' Your beabiticns Images ruſt be; Wi BATS. > ak hats 


'By all, but ſome vilePocts of the DN» $6: 


=o how ſhou'd any Sign-poſt-d; 4 la ber” SY x : 


' The worth of 73 whe or of An 
Hard Featnrcs every Bunglercan 
To draw true Beauty, ſhews L MIA 
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A LEX-ANDER-: 


Written by Sir Char. S ro. Baronet. 


Q | ow bard the Foot is Seblng Drudoe, _ 
"B #ho writes:to.all, when yet ſo few-can ET L 
Wit," EE Religion, "once Drome was thought ; 
And the'dull Crowd belies'd. as the ey were taug ht: . 
Now each Fanatich. Fool prefumes Fexplain 
The Text, and does the Jacred Writ orig Ca 
For while you Wes each others Fall purſue,, 
 _.,. The Fops uſurp the Power belongs. NM... 
© » ou think, yare challeng' din eath New Play-i Bill, 

_ And here you come for tryal of your Skill; - 
Where. Fencer like, you. one another, hart, . | 
- While with; your, wounds, you make the Rabble ſports _. 
Others there are "that have the bruital will 
To murder'apoor Play, but waitt the Skill. 


They love tofight, but ſeldam have the mit - 
Te 7p the place where they mm <6 ard hit; 
therefore, "like ſome Bully of the Town, 


Ne re oe to draw, but knock P oet Down. 


They root up all, and Lnow not Twers from Weeds. 
As for you, Sparks, that hither « come each day 

To att your own, and not t0'mind our, Play ; 
Rehearſe your uſual Follies to the Pit, © 
And with loud Nonſenſe drown the Stages Wit: | ., 
42, . | Tak 


Joat on the | 


: bor | 
| Is by ber j je Fs. 
* hor, inthis D Be 
.. The Loweyourn & THT ig ; 
; F” Ix are til prevented ere Fe, ND 
* But 'tis not 0 fuch trifiin PER 64 ed 
2, On their experientd NOR es be5 ; | 
"Nov fears he odds, if they butprove his Friends; ere 
: For as be once a littlt Handful choſe, © --* £5 2 ON 


The numerous Armies of the World t r oppoſe, * EEE, WO, 
_- - Sobackt by you, wh underſtand the Rules,” > DOLORES » 
. He hopes torout the lighty 4 Ho, of Fools. »- PS pl POM 
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ALEXA NDER 


THE GREAT. 


ACT I. GE L 
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Enter Hepheſton, Lyfimachus fighting, Clytus parting them. 


Cly. HAT, are you Mad-men / ha—Put up I fay— 
| Then, miſchief in the boſoms of ye both. 
Ly/. 1 have his Sword. 
Cly. But muſt. not have his Life, 
Lyſ. Muſt not, Old Chis? | } 
ch. Mad Lyſimachus, you muſt not. | 
Heph. Coward-Fleſh! O feeble Arm, 
He dallied with my Point, and when I thruſt, 
He frown'd and ſmiPd, and foil'd me like a Fencer. 
O Reverend Clytus -/ Father of the War; -' x5: 
Moſt famous Guard of Aexander?s Life, . > 
Take pity on my Youth, and lend a Sword ! 
Lyſfimachus 1s brave, and will not ſcorn me 3 
Kill me, or let me fight with him again. 
Lyſ. There, take thy Sword; and ſince thou art t refoly'd. 
For death, thou haſt the aobleſt from my. hand. by 
Cly. Stay thee Lyji imachus, Hepheſtion, hold ; 
I bar you both, my Body interp6s'd. 
Now. let ue ſee which of you dares-to! ſtrike; 
By Fove yeve ſtirr?d ite Old Man, that- raſh' Arm ' 
, Thax firſt 4dyances, moves againſt the Gods, 
Againſt the wrath of. Clyt#s and the Will 
Of'our * great King, | whoſe ' LEpary I ſtand. 
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23>” oo The RIVAL QUEENS 


;. Or, 
" Lyſ- Well, 1 Hall take another time. 
Heph. And I. | | 
- Cly. *Tis falſe; 7 5. DIE 
Another time, what time ? what fooliſh Sour ? 
Nb” time ſhall ſee a brave Man'do amiſs. .- 
And what's the noble Cauſe that makes this madneſ; ? 
What big Ambition blows this dangerous Fire ? 
A Cupid*s Puff, is it not Woman's, Breath ? 
By all our Teiumphs in mu heat of Youth, 
When Towns were ſack*'d, and Beauties proſtrate lay,- 
When my Blood boyPd, and Nature work*t me high, 
Coney ne're bow*'d his body to ſuch ſhame : 
The brave will ſcorn their Cobweb Arts -— The Soul 
_ Of all that whining, ſmiling, coz?ning Sex 
Weigh not one thought of any Man of War. 
Lyſ. 1 muſt confeſs eur Vengeance was ill-tim'd. 
Cly. Death! I had rather this right Arm were loſt, 
To which I owe my Glory, than our King 
' Should know your Fault — what, on this famous day / 
Heph. 1 was to blame. 
Cly. This memorable day, I TS 
When our hot Maſter, that wow'd tire the World, 
Outride- the labring Son, and tread the Stars, 
* When he inclin*d to Reſt, comes peaceful on, 
" Liſning to Songs; while all his Trumpets ſkep, 
And plays. with Monarchs whom he us*'d to drive; . 
Shall we begin Diforders, make new Broyls? © 
We that have temper learnt, ſhall we awake 
 Huſh's Ars, the Lion, that had left to roar ?. 
Lyſ. ?Tis true, Old Chtus is an Oracle, 
Put up, Hepheſtion———did- not Paſſion blind 
My Reaſon, 1 on ſuch occaſion too | 
Could thus have urg'd. 
Heph. Why is it then we love? 
Cly. Becauſe unmann'd.—— ' 
Why is not Alexander grown Example ? 
O that a Face ſhou?d thus bewitch a Soul, 
And ruine all that's right and reaſonable. 
Talk be my bane, yet the Old Man muſt talk : 
Not ſo he loy'd when he at /ſ#s fought ; 
And joynd in mighty - Duel great: Darius, 
Whom from his Chariot flaming all with Gems 
He hurP< to Earth and cruſh*d th? Imperial Crown, 
Nor cou'd the Gods defend their Images + | 
Which with the gaudy Coach lay overturn'd: 
"Twas not the Shaft of Love'that did the "fear, 
Cupid had nothing there 'toYo, but row, 
Two Wives he takes, two Rival Queens diſturb 
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TE "ALEXANDER the Great, 2 
The Court; and — hand do's Beauty hold, 
| Where is there root for' glory? - | 
Hedb. ln his Heart, - +70 122 + h 
Cly. Well ſaid, cog At eg. 
You are his favourite, and F had forgot 
Who I was talking to. See Sifigambis comes 


Reading a Letter to your Princeſs z go, 
Now make your claim, while 1 attend the King. [Exit, 


Emer Siſigambis, Pariſatis. 


Par. Did you not love my Father ? Yes, 1 ſee - 
You did, his very Name buc mention'd brings 
| The tears how©re unwilling to your Eyes. 
I lov'd him too, he would not thus have 'forcd 
My trembling heart, which your Commands. may break, - 
But never bend. | | 
Sy/. Forbear thy loft Complaints, 
'Urge not a Suit which I can never grant. 
Behold the Royal Signeg,of the King, A 
Therefore reſolve to be Hepheft:on's Wife. | £ 
Par. No, ſince Lyſimachus has won my heart, 
My body ſhall be Aſhes, ere 'anothers. 
Syſ. For ſixty rowling years who ever ſtood 
| ' The ſhock of State ſo unconcern'd as | ? 
| This whom I thought to Govern being young, 
Heav?n, as a Plague to Power, has render'd ſtrong; 
Judge my diſtreſſes, and my temper prize ; 
Who, m_ unfortunate, wou'd ftilt be wiſe. 
Lyſ. To let you know that Miſery do's ſway - | [ Both kneel. : 
An kumbler Fate than yours, fee at your Feet | s 
The loſt Lyſemachus.: O mighty Queen 
[ have but this to beg, impartial ſtand ; 
And ſince Hepheſtion ſerves by your permiſſion, 
Þ Diſdain not me who ask your Royal leave' 
F To caſt a throbbing heart before her feer. 
|. Heph. A Bleſſing like poſſeſſion" of the Prificeſs, 
| No Services, not Crowns, nor 2H the blood 
Thar circles in our Bodies can'deferve, * 
Therefore1 take all helps, much more the King's ; 
And what your Majeſty vouchſaf*d to give, 
Your word is paſt, where alt my hopes muſt hang. 
Ly/. There periſh too—alt wotds want ſenſe ia Love; 
But Love a:dI bring ſuctr/a” perfett Paſſion, - 
So nobly pure, ?tis worthy. of tier Eyes,” | | 
Whaih without bluſhing ſhe . thay juſtly prize: © '/ _ 7 
. 4Heph. Such arrogance, ſhould Mexander wooe; 
mw | B'2 Would 
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Lo CY 
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Wovw'd loſe.him. all the, Conqueſt he bas. won. : 


Lyſ.. Let not a Conqueſt once be nam*d by you, — 


Who this Diſpute muſt ro my mercy own, 

| Sy. Riſe brave Lyſimachus, Hepheſtion riſe, 
"Tis true Hepheſtson firſt declar'd his Loye ; 
And *tis as true, I promis?d him my aid ! 
Your glorious King rurn*'d mighty Advocate, 


. How noble therefore were the Vidtory, 


If, we could vanquiſh this difordered Love ? 

Heph, ?Twill never be. \ 

Ly/. No, I will yet love on, 
And hear from Alexander's mouth; in what 
Hephe »59 merits more than I 

I grieve, 

And fear the boldneſs which your Look inſpires; 
But leſt her fight ſhould haſte your Enterprize, 


The RI WELRUALNE "R &: 


"Tis juſt 1 take the Object from your Eyes. [Exennt Of: Par. 


Ly/. She*s gone, and ſee the day, as if her look 
Had Findled. it, is loſt now ſhe is vaniſhed. : 
Heph. A ſudden gloomineſs and horrour comes 

About me. 

' Lyſ. Let's away to meet the King, 
You know my fuir. 

Heph. Youder Caſſangder comes, 

He may inform us. 

Lyj. No, I wou'd avoid, him, | 7 
There's ſomething ia'* 'that' buſie Face of his © 
That ſhocks my Nature. __.... 

Heph, Where and what you pleaſe. 


Enter Callander; 


Caſſ. The Morniog riſes black, the lowring Sun, 
As:if the dreadful buſineſs: he foreknew, 
Drives heavily his ſable Chariot on : 
The Face of Day now bluſhes Scarlet deep, 
As if it fear*d the ſtroke. which 1 intend, 
Like that of Jpiter 
The Lords above are angry, and talk big, 
Or rather walk the mighty Ciraue like Mourners 
Clad in long Clouds, -the Robes of thickeſt Night, 
And ſeem to groan for Alexander's Fall; 
Tis as Caſſander*s Soul could wiſh it were, 
Which whenſoere it flies at lofty wiſchicf - 


Wou'd ſtartle Fate, and make all. eav'n concern'ds | 
' A'\mad-Chaldear in the. deat of- Night 


þ 


Came to my Bed-Side with a: flaming, Torch; ,.. 
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ALEXANDER the Great. © x - 
And-bellowing ore me Tike a Spirit - damn'd, 0 7 ; 
He cry?d, Well had it been for Babylon | 
If curg?d Caſſander never had been born. OSY | 


Enter Theffalus, Philip, with Lerrers, 


Theg. My Lord Cafſaraer !, 
Cafſ. Ha! who's there ? 
Phil. Your Friends. \ 
Cafſ. Welcomerdear Theſſalus and Brother Philip. 
Papers with. what Contents ? 
Phil. From Macedon, X 
A truſty Slave arrived ——great Antipater by 
Writes that your Mother labour?'d with you long, 
Your Birth was ſlow, and ſlow is all your Life, | 
Caf]. He writes, diſpatch the King Craterus Comes, 
Who in my room mult Govern Aacedor ; 
Let him not live a day he dies to night; 
And thus my Father but foreſtalls my purpoſe ; / 
Why am! flow then ? if I rode on Thunder 
I muſt a moment have to fall from Heaven, : 
E're I could blaſt the growth of this Coloſſus. 
Thefſ. The haughty Polyperchon comes this way, - 
A Male-content, one whom I lately wrought, Ft 
Thar for a ſlight affront, at S#/a giy?o, | | 
Bears Alexander moſt pernicious hate. 
| Caf]. So when 1 mock*d the Perſians that ador?d him, 
He ſtrook me on the Face, and by the Hair 
He ſwung me to his Guards to be chaſtis'd ; 
For which, and for my Father's weighty Cauſe, 
When I abandon what I have reſoly*d, / 
—_ again y _— like a Slave, | 
But lo,where Polyperchon comes, now fire him Enter Pol 
With ſach Complaints, that he may ſhoot to _ COIN. 
Pol. Sure I have found thoſe Friends dare ſecond me ; 
I hear freſh murmurs as 1 paſs along, 5 .£” 
Yet rather than put up, Pll dot alone. / Tt 4 
Did not Pauſanas, a Youth, a Stripling, + 
' A beardleſs Boy ſwell'd with inglorious wrong, 
For a leſs Cauſe his Father Philip kill ? / 7 Ie 
Peace then full Heart ! move like a Cloud about, £ 
And when time ripehs thee to break, O ſhed | 
The ſtock of all thy Poygn on his head. | 
Caf. All Nations bow their heads with homage down 
And kiſs tite EE this exalted man? © : 
Tye Name, the'Shout, the Blaſt from ev | | 
Is Alexander : Alexander burſts - ul FraMouth ; 
Your Checks, and with a Crack fo loud It 
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6 The RIV AL QUEEN'S; 0%, 
_ It drown's the Voice of Heaven, like Dogs.ye fawn, | 
The Earth's Commanders fawn, and toltow him; . 
Mankiad ſtarts up to bear his Blaſphemy, . 
And- if this Hunter of the Barbarons World 
But wind himſ.1f a God, you-ecchoe him 
| With univerſal Cry. 
- - Pol. I ecchoe him? | 
I fawn, or fall like a fat Eaſtern Slave | 
And lick his feet * Boys hoot me from the Palace 
To- haunt ſome Cloilter with my ſenſelets walk, , 
When thus the noble Soul of Polyperchox 
Lets go the aim of all his ations, Honour. 
Theſ/. The King ſhall fley me, cut me up alive, 
Ply me with Fire and Scourges, rack me worſe 
Than once he did Philotas ere 1 bow, | 
Cafſ. Curſe on thy Tongue for mentioning Philatas, 
I had rather thou badſt A4ri/iarder been; y 
And to my Soul's Confuſion: raid up Hell - 
With all the Fnrics brooding upon -horrours, 
Than brought Philotas?s Murder to remembrance. 
Phil. | ſaw him rack*d, a ſight ſo diſmal ſad 
My Eyes Gdid ne're 'hehold, 
Cafſ. So diſmal! Peace, 
It is unutterable ; let me ſtand 
And think upon the Tragedy you ſaw: 
By Mars it comes, ay now the Rack's ſet forth, 
Bloody Craterss his inveterate Foe, 
Wirh pitileſs Zepheſtion ſtanding by : 
Philotas, like an Angcl ſeiz'd: by Fiends, 
Is ſtraight diſrob?d, a Napkin ties his Head, 
His Warlike Arms with ſhameful Cords. are bound, 
And every Slave can now the valiant wound. : 
Pol. Now by the Soul of Royal Philip fled © 
I dare pronounce young Alexander, who 
Wowd- be a God, is cruel as a Devil. 
Cafſ. Ob, Polyperchon, Philip, Theſjalus, 
Did not your Ey:3 rain Blood ? your Spirits burſt, 
To ſee your noble FeHow-Souldicr bura, 
Yet without trembling, or a tear endure 
The torments of the damn'd ? O Barbarians, 
Cou'd you ſtand by, and yet refuſe to fuffec ? 
Ye ſaw him bruis'd, torn, to the Bones ,made bare ; 
His Veins wide lanced, and the poor quivering fleſh 
With Pincers from his manly Boſome ript, 
Till ye diſcover'd the great Heart lye panting. 
Pol. Why kill'd. we not the King to ſave Philotas? 
Caf. Aſſes! Fouls! but: Aſſes will bray, aud Fools be aagry, 
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ALEXANDER the Great. 7 


Why ſtood ye then like Statues ? there's the caſe, 


e horrour of the ſight had tyrn'd ye marble. 
So the pale Trojans from their weeping Walls 
Saw the dear body of the God «like Hettor 
Bloody and ſoil'd, dragg'd on the famous ground, | 
Yet ſenſleſs ſtood, nor with drawn weapons ran , 
To ſave the great Remains of that prodigious man. | 
Phil. Wretched Philatas ! bloody Alexanger ! 
Theſſ. Soon after him the great Parmeno fell, 
Stabbd in his Orchard by the Tyrant*'s doom ; 
But where's the heed to mention publick loſs, 
When each receives particular diſgrace? 
Pol. Late I remember to a Banquet call'd 
After Alcides Goblet ſwift had gone | 
The giddy round, and Wine had made me bold, 
Stirring the Spirits up to talk with Kings, 
I ſaw Craterus with Hepheftion enter 54" 4 ij 
In Perſian Robes, to Alexavger”s health , 
They 4argely drank, then turning Eaſtward fell _ . - 
Flat on the Pavement and. ador'd the Sw#, 100 
Straight to the King they ſacred Reverence gave 
With ſolemn words, O Sun of Thundriug Fove, 
Young Ammon live for ever, then kiſs't the ground: 
I laugh*d aloud, and ſcoffing ask*d *emm why | 
They kiſs'd no harder ; _——— but the King leapt. up 
And ſpurn'd me to the Earth with this reply, 
Do thou, —— - whiPſt with his foot he preft my. Neck, 
"Till from my Ears, my Noſe, and Mouth the blood 
Guſh'd forth, and 1 lay foaming on the Earth, 
For which I wiſh this Dagger in his heart. 
Caf. There ſpoke tfie Spirit of. Cali/tbenes, 
Remember he's a'Man, his Fleſh as ſoft 
And penetrable as a Girls : we have ſeen him wounded, 
A ſtone has ſtruck him, yet no Thunderbolt : 
A Pebble felPd this F«pzrer along : 
A Sword has cut him, a Javelin pierc*d him, 
Water will drown him, Fire burn him, 
A Surfeit, nay, a fit cf common Sickneſs 
Brings this Immortal to the Gate of Death. 
Pol. Why ſhou'd we more delay the glorious buſineſs, 
Are your hearts firm ? p 
Phil. Hell cannot, be more bent 
To any ruine, than 1 to the King's. 
Theſſ. And I. : 
Pol. Behold my hand, and if you doubt my truth, 
Tear up my breaſt, and lay my heart uponir. 
Cafſ. Joyn then, O worthy, - hearty, noble hands, | 
Fit laitrumeats for ſuch Majeſtick Souls; - _ Re- 
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8 The RIVAL QUEENS; 0. 
Remember Hermolaus, and be huſh'd: | 
Pol. Still, as the boſom of the: deſart Night, - 
As. fatal Planets, or deep plotting Fiends. 
Caſſ, To day he comes "from Babilon to Suſa 
With proud Roxana. 
Ha ! who's that, 


1 


look here. _ | 
F Enter the Ghoſt of King Philip, ſhaking 
Trmichion at *em, walks over the Stage, 


Cafſ. Now by the Gods, or Furies which I ne're 
Believ'd, — There's one of them arrivy*d to ſhake "us. 
What art thou ? glaring thing, ſpeak : what the Spirit 
Of our King Philip, or of Poliphemus ? 
Nay, hurl thy Trunchion, ſecond it with Thunder ; / 
We will abide. ——Theſalss, ſaw you nothing? * 
Theſſ. Yes, and am more amaz*d than you can be. 
Phil. *Tis ſaid that many Prodigies were ſeen-- 
This Morn, but. none ſo horrible as this. n 
Pol. What gan you fear ? tho the Earth yawn'd ſo wide 
That al-the Labours of the Deep were ſeen, | 
And Altxander ſtood on the other ſide,-.. | 
I'd leap the burning Ditch to give him death, - , > 
-Or fink my ſelf for ever. Pray, - to the buſineſs; 
Caſſ. As I was ſaying, 'this Roxana, whom, 
To aggravate my hate to him, I love, 
Meeting him as he came Triumphant from 
The 1ndigs, kept him revelling at -Suſa ; 
But as I found, a deep repentence ſince ' s 
Turns his affeCtions to the- Queen Statira, * | 


--To whom he ſwore { before he cowd eſpouſe her 


That he wou'd never Bed Roxana more. 

Pol. How did the Perſian Queens receive the news 
Of his Revolt ? 7 

Theſſ. With grief incredible : 
Great S:iſigambis wept, but the young. Queen 


. Fell dead-arfiorgſt her Maids, 


Nor couv'd their care 
With richeſt Cordials, for an hour or more 
Recover: Life. | 
Cafſ. Knowing how much ſhe lov?d, 
I.hop*d to turn her all into.4edcr ; 
For when: the firſt guſt of her grief was paſt 
I enter'd, and with breath prepar'd did blow 
The dying ſparks into a towring flame , 
Deſcribing the new love he bears Roxana, 1 
Concziving, net unlikely, that the Line 
Of dead Darins 4a: her Cauſe might riſz. 
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® Or go diſtrafted 
The mighty wy 18 
Madam, draw near with ali. at are inp 
. Ana 1iſten to the Vow which here'l make. :'# 
Syſc. Take heed my dear Sratira, and conſider © + + + 
_ What deſperate Love enforces you to ſwear. | 
- Stat. Pardon me, for Þ have conſidered: well; 
And here I bid adien'to' all Mankind. 
Farewell ye Cozners of the Eafie 
And thou the greateſt, falſeſt . 
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But haying 

He, glar'd a while; 

As all the Winds | 

He daſl'd\ me with- 
-Pol; Fhat which hefelt me; thoup 

When I confider, it appears ridiculous ;- 

For, as I paſs'd through a , by. vacant plac, 
It. two. Women very old and yely, - 

wrung their hands, an h 
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ALEXANDER the Great. 
Whilſt dreadful ſounds did our ſcar*d ſenſe aſfail, - 
As of ſmall Thunder, or huge Scythian Hail. 
' Perd. Our Augurs ſhook, -when with a horrid groan, 
We thought that all the Clouds had tumbl'd 'down, 
. - Souldiers, and Chiefs, who .can the wonder tell 
''Strook to the ground, promiſcuouſly fell ; : | 
' While the dark Birds, each pond'rons as a Shield, 
For fifty Furlongs hid the fatal Field. 
' Alex. Be witneſs for me, all ye Powers Divine, 
--If .ye be angry, ?tis no fault of mine; 
Therefore let Furies face me, with a Band 
From Hell, my. Virtue ſhall not make a ſtand; 
Though all the Curtains of the skie be drawn, 
And the Stars wink, young Amor ſhall go on; 
While my Statira fhines, | cannot ſtray,' - 
- Love lifts his Torch to light me on- my way, 
And her bright Eyes create another. Day. 

Ly/. E're you remove be pleas'd, dread Sir, to hear - 
A Prince ally'd to you by Blood. 

Alex. Speak quickly. - 

Lyſ. For all that I have done for. you in War, 

I beg, the Princeſs Pariſatis. SS NIN 
Alex, Ha, — | | 
Is not my- word already paſt ? Hepheſtor, 
I Know he hates thee, but he ſhall not have her ; 
. We heard of this before. —— Ly/ſimgebus, ;f 
| I here command you nouriſh no deſign, 
To prejudice my Perſon in the Man 
1 love, and will prefer to ali the World. _ 

Lyſ. 1 never faiPd to obey your Majeſty, % 
WhiPſt you commanded what was in my' power, 
Nor cowd Hepheſtion fly more ſwift to ſerve, 

| When you commanded us to ſtorm a Town, 
Or fetch a Standard from the Enemy: 
But when you charge me not to love the Princeſs, 
I muſt confeſs, I diſobey you, as * 
1 won'd the Gods themſelves, ſhould they command. 

Alex. You ſhowd, brave Sir, hear me, and then be dumb; 
When by my order, curſt Califthenes, | - 
Was as a Traitor doom?d to live in torments: | 
Your pity ſped him in deſpite of me. 

\Think not I have forgot your inſolence ; 
No, though I pardon'd. it, yet if again 
Thou dare*ſt to croſs -me with another Crime, 
The Bolts of fury ſhall 'be doubled on thee. 
In the mean time think not of Par:ſarss ; 
: -For if thou do'ſt, by Jupiter Ammon, 
| D 
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+, 3*,. By my own Head, and by Kipg- Philip's Soul, | 
* .: Ple not reſpect that Blood of mine thon ſhariſt, 
»» But: uſe: thee as the yileſt Macedonian. © | 
* . *- - Lyfſ. I doubted nort- at firſt but 1 ſhou'd' meer. 
Your indignation, yet my SouPs reſfoly'd, . 
And I ſhall never quit ſo braye a prize, 
While 1 can draw a Bow, or lift a Sword. 
Alex. Againſt my life, ha ?' was it ſo? how now? 
Tis ſaid that I am raſh, of haſty 'humourz | - 
But I appeal to the Immortal Gods, | 
If ever petty poor Provincial Lord 


_ Had temper like to mine? My Slave, whom | 
: Cow'd tread to Clay, dares utter bloody threats. 
- Chye.: Contain your ſelf, dread. Sir, the noble Prince, 
I ſee it in his Conntenance, would dye, -. 
To juſtifie his truth, but love makes many faults. 
Lyſ. I meant- his Minion there ſhould feel my Arm, 
Love asks his blood, nor ſhall be live to laugh 
At my deſtruction, ©. 
Alex. Now be thy own. Judge, __ 
I pardon thee for 'my old Clytuss fake; 
Burt if once more thou mention thy raſh Love, 
| Or dare'ſt attempt Hepheſtior*s' precions Life, 
Ile pour ſuch ſtorms of indignation on thee, 
Philotas rack, - Califthenes: diſgrace, | 


© % 


Shall be: delight to what thou (halt endufe. 
| : | " Emter Syſigambis, Paxiſacis. 


an. 


 - Heph, My Lord the. Queen comes, to congratulate 
Your ſafe arrival, | 
. Alex. O thou the beſt of Women, 
-Source of my joy, bleſt Parent of my Love. 
* Syſ. Permit me kneel, and: give thoſe adorations 
Which from the Perſian Family are due: _ 
Have you not rais'd us from our ruines high, 
And when no. hand cov'd: help, nor any Eye 
Behold us with a Tear, yours: pitied me. _ 
: You, like a God, ſnatch*d us from forrow's Gulph, 
Fixt us in Thrones. above our former ſtate. 
| Par. Which, when a ſoul forgets, adyanCt ſo nobly,. 
- May it be drown'd in deeper miſery. WE 
T7 Alex. To meet me thus, 'was generouſly done 3 
.But ſtill there wants 'to. crown my happineſs, _ 
Life of my Empire, Treaſure of my Soul ! 


=o ' My dear Sratira! O that Heavenly Beam, 

| | Warmth of my Brain, and Firer- of-my; Heart 3 C ATT | 
* —_— | Had 
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ALEXANDER the Great. _ 
Had ſhe but ſhot to ſee me, had ſhe met me, | | 2 
By this time I had. been amongſt the Gods : COT bs 
If any Ecſtaſie can .make a height, | __ OS 15 IN 
Or any Rapture hurle us to the Heavens.. . : 

Clyr. Now, who ſhall dare to tell him-the Queen's Vow? © - 

Alex. How fares my Love ? ha,——neither anſwer me ! | "2 
Ye raiſe wy wonder, Darkneſs overwhelm me, — 
If Royal. Ss/igambis. does not. weep: 

Trembling and horrour, pierce me .cold as Ice. 

Is ſhe not well ? what, none, none anſwer me 2? 

Or is it worſe ? Keep down ye riſing Sighs, 

And murmur in'the hollow of my Breaſt: 

Run to my Heart, and ow more ſad wind; 

That when the voice of Fate ſhall call you forth, 
Ye may, at one ruſh, from the Seat of Life, 
Blow. the Blood out, and burſt me like a Bladder. 4 

Heph, 1 wou'd relate it, but my conrage fails me. | <2 

Alex. If ſhe be. dead, — That if”s impoſlible ; ; ., 
And let none here affirm it for his Soul: 

For he that dares but think ſo damn'd a Lye, 

Ple have his body ſtraight empaI'd before me ; 

And glut my Eyes upon his bleeding Entrails. 

Gs Caf How will this Engine of unruly Paſſion 

Roar, when we have rand him to. the mouth with Poyſon, 

Alex, Why ſtand you all, as. you . were rooted here, 
Like ſenſeleſs. Trees, while to the ſtupid Grove 
I, like a wounded Lion, groan my griefs, - 

And none will anſwer, ——what, not my Hepheſtion ? 

If thou haſt any. love for Alexander, | 

If ever 1 oblig'd thee by my care, SY 

When my quick ſight has watch'd thee in the War; "8 
Or if to ſee thee bleed I ſent forth cryes,. ; 
And, like a Mother, . waſt'd thee with my tears. 

If this be true, if I deſerve thy Love, | 
Eaſe me, aad tell the: cauſe of my diſaſter. | 

Heph. Your mourning Queen, (which I had told before, 
Had you been calm, ) has -no Diſeaſe but Sorrow, ._ - © 
Which was occaſion'd firſt by jealous pangs : 

She heard, -(for what can ſcape a watthft Lover ? 
That you at Suſa, breaking all your Vows, _ 
Relapgd, and, conquer?d by Roxana's Charms, 

Gave up your fe]lf devoted to .her Arms. | 

Alex. 1 know that ſubtle Creature in my Riot, 
My Reaſon gone, ſeduc'd me to. her Bed; © 
But when I wak*d I ſhook the Circe off, ; 
Thoogh "that Enchantreſs held me by the Arm, 

And wept, and gaz'd with all the force of Loye; 
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So The RIVAL QUEENS: 0s. 
Nor griev*d I 4efs for that which I had done, 
Than when at 74s ſuit, enrag'd with Wine, - 
. ſet the fam*d Per/epolis on Fire. | 
Heph, Your Queen Statira took it ſo to heart ; 
Thar, in the Agony of Loye, ſhe ſwore 
Never to ſee your Majeſty again ; 
With dreadful Imprecations ſhe confirmd £355; 
Her Oath, and I much fear that ſhe will keep it. 
Alex; Bay did ſhe ſwear ? did that ſweet Creature ſwear ? 
Fle not belteve it, no, ſhe is all ſoftneſs; | 
All melting, mild, and calm as a rock*d Infant, 
Nor- can you' wake. her” into, cryes ; by Heaven, | 
She is the Child of Love, and ſhe was. born in ſmiles, 
Par, I, and my weeping Mother, heard. her ſwear. 
_ Sy. And with fuch fierceneſs the did .aggravate 
The foulneſs of your faulc, that I cou'd. wiſh 
Your Majelty wou'd blot her from your breaſt. _ 
«4+ Alex, Blot her? forget her ? hurle her: from my- boſome 
For ever, loſe the Star -that gnilds my Life, - | £1 
Guide of my Days, and Goddeſs of my-Nights ! 
No, ſhe ſhall ſtay with me ja ſpight of Vows, - 
My ſoul, and body both are twiſted with- her... 
The God of Love empties his golden Quiver, 
Shoots every Grain of her into my heart ; / 
She is all mine, by Heaven I feel her here "FER 
Panting, and warm, the deareſt, O Statira / 
Sy/. Have patience, Son, and truſt ta Heaven and Me; 


If my authority, or the remembrance : 
Of dead Dariss, or her Mothers Soul 
Can work upon- her, ſhe again is - yours. 

Alex. O, Mothet- help me, help. your wounded Son, 
And move the Soul of my offended Dear, - 
"But fly, baſte, ere the ſad Proceſlion*s made. 
Spend not. a thought in a Reply.-—Be gone, - - 
If you wou'd have me live——and Parsſatis, 
Hapg thou about her Knees, waſh em with tears * EO 
Nay haſte, the breath of Gods, and Eloquence 
Of Angels- go along with you—O my heart! [£xeunt Sy\+ and Par. 
Ly}. Now let your Majeſty, who feel the Torments, 
And ſharpeſt Pangs of Love, encourage mine. 

. Alex, Ha-- — 4 &: 

Chr. Are you a Madman? is this a time ? 

Lyf. Yes, for I ſee he cannot be unjuſt to me, 
Leſt ſomething worſe befall bimſelf. | 

Alex. Why doſt thou tempt me thys, to thy undoing ? 
Death thou ſhonld'ſt have, were it aot courted ſo : 
But: know to thy confuſion, that ' my word, 
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ALEXANDER the Great. 
| Like deſtiny, adinits not a reyerſe ; - = 
Therefore, inChalns thou ſhalt be hold the Nuptials 
Of my Hepheſiion. — Guards take him Priſoner. 
* Lyſ- 1 ſhall not eaſily reſign my Sword, < 
Till 1 have dy'd it in my | Rivals'blood. - 
Alex. 1 charge you kill him not, take him alive ; 
The dignity of Kings is now concern'd, 
And I will find-2 way to tame this Beaſt. 
Cly:, Kneel, for I ſee Lightning in his Eyes. - 
Lyſ. 1 neither hope nor ask a pard'n of him; 
But it he ſhou'd reſtore my Sword, I wou'd, 
With a new violence, run againſt my Rival. 0 
Alex. Sure we, at laſt, ſhall'conquer this fierce Lion : 
Hence from my fight, and bear him to a Dungeon : 
Perdicas give this Lion to a Lion; | 
' None ſpeak for him, fly, ſtop his Mouth, away: : 
Cly. The King's extreamly moy'd. | : 
Eum.. I dare not ſpeak. | | 
Clye, This comes of Love.#nd Women, *tis all madneſs ; 
Yet were I heated gow with Wine, I ſhou'd | 
Be preaching to the King for this raſh Fool. | 
Alex. Come hither Cly:t#s, and my dear Hepheſtion 3 h 
Lend me your Arms, help, for Pm fick o*th'ſudden : 
I fear betwixt Statira's cruel Love, | 
And fond Roxanzas Arts, your King will fall. 
Clyt. Better the Perſian Race were all undone. | 
Heph, Look up, my Lord, and bend not thus your Head, 
As if you wou'd Leave the Empire of the World, . 
Which you with Toll have won. | 
Alex. Wouy'd I, had not, <.- 
There's - no true joy in ſuch uaweildy Fortune. 
Ptcrnal gazers laſting troubles make,  ' 
All find my ſpots, but few my brightneſs take. 
Stand off,, and give me air, 
Why was I. born a Prince, proclaim'd a God ? 
Yet have no Liberty to look abroad ? 
Thus Palaces in-proſpect bar the Eye, : 


Which pleas'd and: free, wowd o*re the Cottage fly ; 
O're flow'ry Lands to the gay diſtant Sky. , 
Farewel then Empire, and the Racks of Love; 

By all the Gods, I will to Wilds remove, 

Stretched like a Sylvan God on Graſs lye down, 
And quite forget that ere I wore a Crown, * 
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ACT IIL SCENE | 


wu 


Enter Eumenes, Philip, Theſlalus, Perdiccas, 
| Lyfimachus, Guards. 


Enm, nw, brave'Spirit, when you” come above, _ . 
Of our great Friends. CES. 

Theſ. Perdiccas, you are grown | 
In truſt, be thankful for your noble Office.- 

|  Perd. As noble as you ſentence me, 1'd give 
This arm that Theſalus were ſo imploy*d. 
| . Ceaſe theſe untimely jars, farewel to all, 
Fight for the King as I have done, and then: 
You may be worthy of a-Death like mine.——- Lead on. 
> -S 


Enter. Pariſatis. 


Par.” Ah my Lyſimachus, where are you-going ? 

Whither ? to be devoured 7 O barbarous Prince / 

Cou'd you. expoſe your: Life to the King's Rage, < | 

And yet remember mine was ty'd to yougs ? | 
Lyſ. The Gods preſerve you ever fron the ills LS 

That threaten me; live Madam, to enjoy PLA 

A nobler Fortune, and forget this Wretch : 25S - 

I nere had worth, nor is it poſlible- by 

That all the. blood which I ſhall loſe this day, * 

Shou'd merit this rich ſorrow from your Eyes. + 
Par. The King I know is- bent to' thy DeſtruQion ;-- 

" Now by command they forc'd me from his Knees: 

But take this ſatisfaction in-thy- death, © * 

No Power, Command, my Mother's, Siſter's tears, 
Shall-cauſe me to ſurvive thy cruel Loſs. «pf © 

© Lyf. | Live, Princeſs, live; howe're the King diſdains me, 

Perhaps unaymi'd, and fighting for your ſake, | 

1 may perform what ſhall amaze the World, 

And force him yet to give you to my Arms: , 

Away Perdiccas dear Emumenes, take © YE 

- » The Princeſs to your :Chargg, [ExennPerd. Ly. Guards, 


++ > 


Eum,* O cruelty ! 
_ . Par. Lead me, Emmenes, lead me from the Light, + --. ' 
Wherel may waic till I his raine hear, Eh | ; 
Then free my Soul to meet him-in the Air. [ Excmn, 
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ALEXANDER: the Great 22 


Phil, See where the jealous proud, Koxa2a comes, 


A haughty Vengeance gathers up her brow. | 
'  Theſ. Peace, they have raigd her to their Ends; obſerve. 


Enter Roxana, Caſſander, Polipercon. 


Rox. _ © you have ruin*d me, I ſhall be mad; 
Said you ſo paſfionately, ist poſſible ? 

So kind to. her, and ſo unkind to me ? | 

Caſ. More than your utmoſt Fancy can invent ? 

He ſwouned thrice at-hearing of her Vow, . 
And when our Care as oft had brought back Life, 
He drew his Sword, and offer*d at his breaſt. | 
. Pol. Then rail'd on you with ſuch unheard of Curſes ?* 
Rox. Away, be gone, and give a Whirlwind Room, 
Or I will blow you up like Duſt ; avaunt : I 
Madneſs but-meanly repreſents my. toyl. ex 
Roxana and Statira, they are Names 
That muſt for ever jar ; eternal Diſcord, _ 
Fury, ma Iiidain, and Indignation * 
Tear my ſwolPn Breaſt, make way for fire and Tempeſt, 
My brain is burſt, debate and reaſon quenct'd, - ; 
The ſtorm is up, and my hot bleeding heart - 
Splits with the Rack, while Paſſions like the Winds - 
Riſe up to Heaven and put out ali the Stars. 
What ſaving hand, O wha Almighty arm. 
Can raiſe me finking ? | 
Caf. Let your oinn arm ſave you, 
"Tis in your power, your Beauty is Almighty - 
Let all the Stars go out, your Eyes can light %em -. 
Wake then, bright Planet that ſhou'd Rule the World, _ 
Wake like the Moon, from your too long Eclipſe, 
And we with all the Inſtruments of War, 
Trumpets and Drums will help your glorious Labour. 
'Pdl. Put us to act, and with a Violence, 
That fits the Spirit of a moſt wrong'd Woman -- 
Let not Afdes's. dreadful vengeance ſtand 
A_ Pattern more,: but draw. your own ſo fierce, 
It may for ever be Original. _ 

Caſ. Touch not, but daſh with ſtrokes ſo brayely bold, 
?Till you have form*d a face of ſo much horrour, | 
That gaping Furies may run frighted back ; 2 
That 2 may devour. her ſelf for Madneſs, 
And ſad Afeduſa's Bead be rurn'd-to b-- Be. : 

\ Rox. Yes, we will have Revenge, my Inſtraments : 
For there is nothing you have ſaid of me, 

But comes far ſhort, wanting of wha I am, 
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RIVAL QUEE 


"When in my nonage I at Zogaia liv*d, © 
Amongſt my ſhe-cotnpanions I won?d reign ; 
Drew ?%em from idleneſs, and little arts 
Of coining looks, and laying ſnares for Lovers ; 

Broke all their Glaſſes, and their Tires tore : 

Taught *%em, like Amazoryg to ride and chace 

Wild Beaſts in Deſarts, and to Maſter men. ; 

Caſ. Her looks, her words, her ev*ry 'motion fires me. 

Rox. But when | heard of Alexander?s Conquelts, 

How with a handfull he had Millions ſlain, © 

Spoil'd all the Eaſt, their Quens his Captives made, 

Yet with what Chaſtity, and God-like temper + 

He ſaw the ir Beauties, and with pity bow'd ; 

_ Methought I hung upon my Father's lips, 

And wiſh'd him tell the wondrous tale again : 

Left all my ſports, the Woman now return'd, 

And ſighs uncall'd wowd from my boſom fly; 

And all the pight, as my Aarafte told me, 

In flambers groan'd and mirmur'd, Alexander. £0 Wb 

Caf. Curſe on the name! but ] will ſoon remove 
Fhat bar of my Ambition and my Love. # 

Rox. At laſt to Zogdia this Triumpher came, © 
Andcover'd o're with Laurels forc'd our City : © © 
At night I by, my father's order ſtood,. | : 

With fifty Virgins, waiting at a Banquet. - 7 ah 
But oh how glad was to- hear his- Court 
To feel the preſſure of his glowing hand 
And taſte the dear, the falſe-proteſting lips. _ 

Caſ. Wormwood and Hemlock henceforth grow about em. 

Rox, Gods! that a Man ſhould be ſo great and baſe ! 

What ſlid he not when in the Bridal Bed, _ 
He claſp'd my yielding Body in his Arms : ® 
When with his fiery Lips devouring mine, x 
And moulding with his hand my throbbing Breaſt, - 

He ſwore the Globes.of Heaven and Earth were vile 
To thoſe rich Worlds ; and talk'd, and kifsd, and loy'd, 
And made me ſhame the Morning with my bluſhes, 

Caf. Yet after this prove falſe ! | 

Pol. Horrid Perjury ! » 

Caſ.' Not to be match'd. 

Pol. O you mult find revenge. | ; 

Caſ. A Perſon of. your Spirit be thus ſighted ! 

For whoſe deſire all Earth ſhould be too little. 

Rox. And ſhall the Daugltger of Dari«s hold him ?- 
That puny Girl, that Ape of my Ambition? 
That cry*d for Milk wiea I was nurgd inblood ! 
Shall 'ſhe, made vp of watry Element, + 
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ALEXANDER the Great.” 

With any here. —Fill me another Bowl ; 
Will you -excule me ? eo SS 

Alex. You will be excugd;,” 7 
Buy let him have his humour, he is old. 

Clyt. So was your Father, :Sir,—This to his memory. 
Sound. all the Trumpets theres > <4 T4 
Flex, They ſhall not fonnd” 
Till the King drinks ;z-—by Mrs I cannot take 
' A moments reſt for all my years of Blood, 
But one or other will oppoſe my pleaſure, 
Sure I was ford for War, eternal War ; 
Al), all are Alexander's Enemies; - | 
Which 1 cowd tame ;———yes, the Rebellious world 
Shou'd feel my wrath :——But let the ſports go on. 


' The Indians Dance. mY 


_ 


- 


*. Lyf. Nay Clytws, you that cowd adviſe—— 
. Alex. Forbearz [: | 
Let him perſiſt, be poſitive,-and prond, 
'Sullen and dazPd, amongſt the _nobler Souls, 
Like an Infernal Spirit that [had ſtole 
From Hell, and mingled- with the laughing Gods. 
© Glyt.: When Gods grow hot, where's the difference 
"Twixt them and Devils? —fill me Greek Wine, yet fuller, 
For .I want Spirits, bo 
Alex. Ha! let me hear a Song... | | 
Clyt. Muſick for Boys :—Clytus wou'd hear the groans 
Of dying perſons, .and the Horſes neighings ; 
or if FE muſt be tortur'd with ſhrill voices, : 
Give me the Crys of Matrons in. ſack'd Towns. 
 " Hepb. Lyſimachus, the King looks ſad; let us awake him: 
- - Health to the Son of Jupiter Ammon; les, 
'Ev'ry man take his Goblet in his hand, 
© Kneel all, and kiſs the Earth with adoration. 
.”- MAMAex. Sound, ſound, that all the Univerſe may hear, 
[That I cou'd ſpeak like +Fove, to tell abroad = 
The kindneſs of my People —Rife, O riſe, 
My hands, my arms, my heart is ever yours. 


[Comes from his Throne, all kiſs his band. 


Clzz. I did not kiſs the Earth, nor muſt your hand, 
I am unworthy, Sir. | | | 
Alex, I know thou art, 6 


- Thou. envieſt my. great Honour :—Sit, 


Nay, 1.muſt have. room : —Now let us 
. Of War, for 'what more fits a. So 


= 
# 


my Friends 
dier*s Mouth? 


p ' = 
3 . I» F 4 De WES oo A+ 29-2 ” 
SS : __ if * «Wa % , 3 5. BG "TONES"; p vx Þ 4 os < E ” 
LK [2 SIR 4 SE. co 5 2. 0 COIN Reg 6 bY. RM x Pa Ws bat SHOES. a 
4 he 54 3; Ss, 8 COL OSS TIRES STEIN OE EE i os cs. ion 
OR 9Y OG $ I LSE. s ST ae 4 I > "28 KI bling nes ee _ Oe 4 


[2 


Ss 


*s 


* Beneath my Majeſty, - my dauntleſs courage ?. 
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And C k, ſpeak freely, or ye do not loye me, 
Who has pak was the braveſt General " 
q That ever led an Army to the. Field ? * E 
Heph, 1 think the-Sun hbimſclf nere ſaw a Chief - | | 
So- truly» great, fo fartunately. brave, .. 
As Atexander z not the fam*d Alcides, | 
Nor fierce Achilles, who did twice; EX? p 
With their all-conquering, Arms, the: _amony aac - 
Ly. Such was not Cyr. , | | | 
'Alex. © you Alatter me- _. | 
Clyt. They do indeed, apd yet. you ave. **trn for it, 
But hatevId Cyrus, for his hardy Virtue. 
Come, ſhall L ſpeak _a_ man. more . brave. than: you, 
'A better | General, and. more expert Souldiex? 
Alex. I ſhou'd: be glad to learn; Inſtru&t me, Sir. 
"Che. Your Father 'Ph:lip,—I hays ſeen him March, 
And fought beneath his dreadful Banner, where 
'The ftouteſt. at this Table would ha? trembl'd. Y-.: 
Nay frown not, Sir, you cannot look 'me* dead. | * 
W hen Greeks joyn'd 'Greeks,. then was the tug 'of War, -, Þ- 
The-labour*d 'Battel: ſweat, 2nd Conqueſt | bled. 4 ; 
Why ſhould I fear to ſpeak a truth more noble, | 
Than ere your. Father Fupiter Ammon cold you 5. 54 
* Philip fought men, but- Alexander women, .- © o 
Alex." Spite). by. be Gods, proud. ſpite !/ and burning envy! ! 
Is then _ Glory Tome to- this at laſt,” 
To 'vanquiſh women? Nay. he faid, the ſtoutelt here 
Won'd tremble. at the dangers: be has ſeen. 
It all: the ſicknefſes and wounds. I . bore, 
. When from my reins the Javelins head was- cut, _ 
Lyfimgcbus, TpneFros, ſpeak, Perdiccas, _ ; X 
Did # tremble ? O the curſed Lyar*! 
Did I once ſhake -or groan? or bear.. my. ſelf. 


Heph. Wine has tranſported-"him. 5, 
Alex. Nay 'tis ptain meer malice; ;!—— 2 = 
1-was a woman too at Oxyarace, Fl 

When. planting at the walls a Sealing-Ladder, 

I monnte1 ſpite of ſhowers” of Stones, Bars, Arrows, 

And all the lamber which they thunder'd down, 

When you. beneath .cry?d/ out, and ſpread your arms, 

That I ſhow: leap amongft you, Cid I fo? | | 
Ly/. Turn the diſcomſe, my Lord, the. old man ray'd. 
Alex. Was I a woman, when like Mercary 
4 left the walls to fly amongſt my Foes ? | d. 

phe like-a baited Lyon, dy'd my ſelf | | 

All over with the blood of thoſe bold Hunters : : 
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E R the" Great, 
'Till ſpent with toil, I batteP& on my knees, 
Pluck'd forth the Darts that made my fhicld a Forreſt, SY ; 
| And hurP'd *cm- back with: moſt -unconquer'd. fury. | __ = 
Clyt. ? Twas all Bravado, for before you teapt, - FEW as 7:23 
You ſaw that I had burſt the Gates in ſnjider. - Re - "ol 
Alex. Did I then, tura me like a Coward rounq | -. - 
To Teek' for ſuccour ?' Age cannot be ſo"baſe, | 43 Ee "2 LY 
That thou wert, young again, - I *wou'd put off £3 
My Majeſty to be more terrible, | £8 | L 
That like an Eagle I might ftrike this Hare T 
Trembling to Earth: ſhake: thee to duſt,” and tear 
Thy heart for this bold Lye, thou feeble dotard. 
- - Cly.What,do you pelt me likea Boy with Apples ?T #7 toſſes Froat at 
Kill me,” and bury the diſgrace 1 feel, himasthey riſe. 
I know thre reaſon that you. uſe me ſo, | : 
Becauſe I ſav'd your life at Gramacus, © £ | 
And when your-back, was 'turt'd, oppos'd tny breaſt ©. | 
To bold Rheſaces Sword ; you hate me*for®t, ne > age . 
You do, proud TINS. - : Y - ; £1 | 
Alex. Away, your breath's too hot. | ngs bim from bi 
Ely. You hate the BenefaCtor, though. you 7 #70 bias. 
The Gift, your. life, from this diſhonour*d Clyzus, of 
Which is the blackeſt,: worſt ingratitude. DF : ., 
Alex.” Go, leave the Banquet: thus far 1 forgive thee, _ . 
_ © Che. Forgive your ſelf for all your Blaſphemies,” : 
The riots of a moſt. debauch'd, and blotted life, © ED * 
Philotas murder — p | 2 
_ Alex. Ha! what ſaid. the Traytor ? | | 
© .Lyſ. Eumenes, let us force him! hence. : RE Of aA 
Clyt. Away. +, _— | ET ome =, 6 
Heph. You ſhall not tarry : 
©. Drag him-to the door: | Oe, 
Clyt. No, let him ſend me, if 1 muſt be gone, + 
To Philip, Attalus, Califthenes, | 
To great Parmemo, and to his ſlaughter'd Sons: 6 
Parmeniq, who did many brave exploits DN - 
Without the King, —the King without him nothing. 
T.. Alex. Give me-a Jayelin. | «  (rakesonefrom the Guards. 
| Heph. Hold, Sir. Koop Pep 


=_ 


Alex. Off Sirrab, leſt of oF, 
| . Ar once | ſtrike it through. bis heart and thine. | | LI 
Lyſ. © facred Sir, have £ a moments patiences - | | | 
Alex. Preach patience- to%another Lion ;—what, - - \ 
Hold my arms ? 1 ſhall be murder'd here, -- | 
'' Like poor Darius, by my own barb*rous Subjes; 
» Perdieg%;, ſound my Trumpets to the Camp, f 
Call my Souldiers to the Court; nay haſte, | 
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a4 The RIVAL QUEEN; 9, | 


For there is Treaſon plotting ?gain life 
; And I ſhall periſh &re they SY ng ; 


ath, Ter all dye, &re think ſo dam'd a deed - 


Alex. Where is the Traytor ? "pe 

Chye.- Sure there's none abont you; | 
But here ſtands honeſt: Clyths, whom the King 
Invited to his Banquet. 


Alex. 'Be gone and mh with Mil, + | | Prikes him 
nes ; | "ongh, 


Parmenio, Attalns, Cat; 

And let bold Subjects hog by thy ſad: ng: 

: hy wo _ gn of a _ aboye.; 2em. 

AN rage of Wine is drown'd i in uſhing b 

O "Hs | have been to blame,” © Fake og lod; 

_ Hate me not after death, for I repent. 

"(That fol urg'd TOE 8 bleſt, ſweeteſt Nature: 

Ho What's this I hear ? ſay-on my dyin 'Soulder, 

| . Ffhon'd ha? kilvd my. ſelf. had I but Ii 6 
To - once ſober ; —— Now. L fall wi | honour, k 


| My own hand ' wou *d ha? brought. foul i ener” | 


Alex. Then 1 amloſt, what has my Veligennce 
Who is it thou haſt ſlain? Chews; what Was he?. 
. Thy faithful Subje&t, worthieſt Counſetlor, - Xs 


Who for faving.of thy Lifez when + dy 


Thow foughtſt bare-headed at the: River Grants. $41 
| Has now a noble Recompence; for ſpeaking raſhlyz 
For a Forgetfulnefs which Wine did work, h 
The poor; the honeſt: Cyrus thou haſt ſlain 2 

Are theſe the Laws of Hoſpitality .? 


Thy. Friends will ſhun thee now, and ſtand at diſtance, 


Nor dare to ſpeak their: mipds, nor eat with thee,* 
"Nor drink, leſt by thy madneſs. they-dye too. - 

"Hepb, Guards, take the body hence. 

Alex, None dare to touch him, 
For we muſt never part*. cruel Hepheſtior, - 
 Apd Lyſimachus, that had the power, 
Yer wou'd not hold me. 

Lyſ. Dear Sir, we did. 

Few, I know it ;_ - 
Ye held me like a Beaſt, to let me go 
With greater Violence : ——O you have undone me !- 
Excuſe it not, .you that cond ſtop. a Lion, A 
Cou?d not-turn me; you ſhouv'd have drawn your Swords $ 
Ard barr'd my rate with their advancing. Points ; 
Made Reaſon-glitter in my dazPd Eyes, - - 
TH I had ſeen what Ruine did: attend me : 
That had been. noble, that had. ſhew'd 2 Friend. 
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AL EXANDE R' the Great. 
_ Clytus wow'd fo have done to; ſfeve your Lives. | 
Tf. When men ſhall hear how-highly you were urg'd— 
| x, No, you have let me ſtain my riſing Vertue, 
"hich elſe had ended brighter than the Sw: '  * 
th, Hell, and Furies ! you have ſunk my Glory : 
, O1 amall a blot, which Seas of. Tears, 
And my Heart's blood, . can never waſh away; .  - 
Yet *tis but juſt I try, and on' the Point, 
- Still reaking, hurl my black polluted breaſt. 
© Heph. O ſacred Sir, this muſt not be. - 
Eun. Forgive my pious hands. | 
Oy: And mine, that dare diſarm my Maſter. '. © 
x. Yes cruel men, ye now can ſhew your ſtrength, - 
- Here's not a Slave but dares oppoſe my Juſtice ; | 
"Yet 1 will =ender all endeavours vain | 
[That tend to ſave my Life : —— here I will lye © 
- Cloſe to his bleeding fide, thus kiſling him, | 
Theſe pale dead lips that have ſo oft advised me, 
Thus*bathing ore his Reverend Face in. Tears, 
Thus claſping| his cold body in my arms, . 
- 2Till Death, like him, has made me ſtiff and horrid. 
-Heph. What ſhall we do? 


. F © Lyfe. 1 know not, my wounds bleed afreſh | 
- + With ftriving-with him, Perdiccas, 


-._ " Heph Call Ariſftander hither, 
_ Or Meleager, lets force him from the Body. 


C7163 without, Arm, 
Emegy Tgeeens Hogey. 


lend's your Arm. $ Ex. 


[falls 


Per. 
Ly. 


Arm, Treaſon, Treaſon, . 


Perd. Haſte, 'all take Arms;  Hepheſbion, where's the King ? 


Heph. There, by old Clyzxs fide, whom he has lain. 
Perd. Then miſcry on miſery will fall, 
Like rowling billows to advance the ſtorm. 
Riſe, ſacred Sir, and haſte to aid the Queen, 
” Roxaha fAWPd with furious FJealoukie, | 
. Came with a Guard of Zoges Slaves unmarkd, 
- And broke upon me with ſuch ſudden rage, 
That all are periſd who reſiſtance made :} 
I only with theſe wounds-through claſhing Spears 
Have ford my'way, to give you timely notice. 


Alex, What ſays Perdiccas 7 Is the Queen in danger ?  _ 


Perd. She dyes unleſs you turn her Fate, and quickly; 
Your diſtance from the Palace asks more ſpeed, 
And the aſcent to th? flying Grove is high. | 
Alex. Thos from the Grave I riſe to ſave my Love, 


" ** All draw your Swords, with wings of Lightning move, 


v' * 
: I 
KS 
= 


"= %z o wu, 
M5 ET Ss 
SL I ES 
XZ: & : A 
a £ 


When 


X Phe 1) <« 7 wr * _ Y* i 
* > 39 NIGER 2, Se *" - * i WADE 
5 Fs (7 OW? 2 Pr. 2 2 
—- » SR TSS, EOS. 
by EY ” 1 rs 7 - 
> % CRId'E; al nl 4 


"MF RLVAL: QUEENS: %, 


wack; rvſh. on, ſure none will dare to ſtay, | off wige 
Tis Beauty calls, py Je. rear. Weſt S cod 29 6 es 
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"ACT V. "SCENE t 


-Statira #s diſcover'd ſleeping in Ws Bower FRe. Scinitamis. The Spirits of | 
een Statira her other, and Darins, appear fevding on each ſtat - 
of her,, with Daggers threatning her. 


- | GEEK anon Fe x, _iThey COD 
Dar. T's Innocence ſo Ty f Cares, 

That it can: nndiſturbed ſleep, PN 
Amidfs the noiſe of horrid Wars, - 
That make Immortal Spirits weep LOS «NEE 
Stat, No boding Crows, 107" Ravens Come, 
To. warn ber of approaching doom ? - 

Dar. She walks, as ſhe dreams, in 4 Garden of flowers, 


And her hands are employ'd in the beautiful Bowers: + PS 7s, NT 
£ . _ She dreams of the man that is far from the Grove, _ 
Ry, '. And MW ber fofe Fancy ftill runs on hey Love, + + 
-- Stat. She nods ore the Brooks that run purling he, 
DE... ' And the Nightingales lull her more faſt with a Song. 


Dar. But ſee the ſad end which the Gods have decreed, 
Stat, This Poniard*s thy Fate. + 
- Dar. My Daughter muſt bleed. |. - 

: Chor. Awake. hen, Statira, awake, for alas you! muſt dye © ; | = 
' E're an honwr be raſh, you muſt 40 out =o laft. | 

Dar. And be Fel another as I, + Rs 

Stat.” Ar 7, AS. | | 

Chor. Aud 'be ſuch ano! her as I. 5 


Statira. fola. - 8 


Fre. y Seat, Bleſs me ye Pow'rs above, and guard my Virtae! | 
. ' 1 ſaw, nor was't a Dream, I ſaw and heard | , | 3 

My Royal Parents, there I ſaw 'em ſtand ; | 

My eyes beheld their Precious Images : 

1 heard their Heav*nly yoices ; where, O where 

Fled you fo faſt, Dear ſhades, from 'my embraces ? | þ 

You told me this, — This hour ihould be my laſt, | 

And 1 muſt bleed; —— Away, *tis all Deluſion! 
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ALEXANDER the Great.” 
Do tiot I wait for Alexander*s coming? -. | 
None but my Loving Lord can Enter here, | 
And will he kill me ?>— hence, Phantaſtick ſhadows 1. * 
And yet. methinks he ſhould not ſtay thns toug !' © 
'Why do I' tremble thus ?\if 1 but ftir, 7 
The motion of my Robes makes iny Heart Ieap. 
- When will the dear man come, that all my doobrs_ © 
May vaniſh in his breaſt ? vhat I may hold him * © - 
Faſt as my fears can make me, hug him cloſe 
As: my-fond Soul can 'wiſh, give all my breath * 
In ſighs, and kiſſes; ſwoun, dye away with Rapture ! 
But. hark I hear him : — [10/e withis. 
Fain 1 would hide my bluſhes, | | 
[ hear, his tread, but dare not go to ineet him, 


67” Enter Roxana with Slaves, and a Dagger. 


Rox. At length we have conquer'd this ſtupendions height, 
Theſe flying Groves, whofe wonderful afcent _. | 
Leads to the Clouds. * 5 


T And1 muſt dye, loſe my dear Lord for ever : 
| Thar, - that's the murderer. * » 
| Rox,” Shut the Brazen Gate, 
And make it faſt with all the maſſie Bars : 
I know the King will fly to her<relicf, | | 
But we have time enough :——- where is my Riyal ? 
Appear 5tatira, now no more a Queen, 
Roxana calls, where is your Majeſty ?. 6.05 
Stat. And what.is ſhe. who with ſuch Tow'ring pride, 

| Wou'd awe a Princeſs that-is born aboye her ? : 
Nox. 1 like the Port Imperial Beauty bears, 
It ſhews thou haſt a Spirit fit to fall 
A Sacrifice to fierce Roxana's wrongs. 
Be ſudden then, put forth: theſe Royal Breaſts, 
Where our falſe Maſter has fo often languviſ'd, 
 That1l. may change their milkie innocence. 
+ To Blood, and die me in a deep revenge. 
Stat, No, barb*rous woman ! though I durſt meet death 
As boldly as our Lord, with a reſolve | 
; At which thy Coward heart wouw'd tremble : 

Yet I difdaia to ſtand the Fate you offer, 

And therefore fearleſs of thy dreadful threats,.. 
| Walk thus regardleſs by thee, | 
*"g1 Rox, Ha! ſo ſtattlyf © 
This fure will fink you. $ 
Stat. No, Roxana n0 ; Ft 4 
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Seat. Then all the. Viſion's true, 75 [retires, 
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4 7h RIVAL QUEENS; Or, 


The blow you give will ſtrike me tothe ſtars, yd. 
" But fink my murdreſs in Eternal ruine. . 1... --- 
- Rox, Who told you this? TT Es 
Stat. A thouſand Spirits tell me:; .- --.... 
There's-not a God but whiſpers in my ". I OICR 
This death will crown me with Immortal Glory 5 wt”. 
To dye-ſo fair, ſo innocent, ſo Foung, 4. , 
Will make me Company for. Queens 2 
Rox, Preach on. 
Stat. While you the: burden of the Earth, 
Fall to the Deep ſo heavy.with thy Guilt, 
That Hell it ſelf muſt groan at thy reception ; 
W hile fouleſt Fiends ſhun = Society, © gl 
And thou ſhalt walk alone, forſaken Fur 
Rox. . Heaven witneſs for me, I wou'd ſpare thy Life,” 
If any thing but Alexander's Love -.. 
Were in debate ; come give me back his heart, 
And thou ſhalt live, live Empreſs of the World. 
Stat. The World is leſs Alexander*s Love, 
Yet cou'd I give it, *tis not in my power: 
This 1 dare promiſe, if you ſpare my Life, 
Which I diſdain to beg, he ſhall ſpeak Kindly. 
Rox. Speak ! is that all ? | 
Stat. Perhaps at-my Requeſt, _ 
And for a Gift fo noble as my Life, -. 
-- Beſtow a Kiſk. Oe 
*. Rox. A Kiſs? no more ? 
- Stat, O Gods! 
What ſhall 1 fay to work her to my End ? 
Fain I would ſee him :; yes, a little more, 
Embrace you, and for ever be your Friend. . 
Rox. Oh the provoking word ! Your Friend! Thou dy'ſt : 
Your Friend! What, mult 1 bring 'you then together ? 
 Adorn your Bed, and fee you ſoftly laid ? 
By all my Pangs, and labours of my Love, 
This has thrown off al! that was ſweet and gentle ; : 
Therefore 
Stat, Yet hold thy hand advancd i in air ; 
I ſee my death is written in thy eyes, 
Therefore wreak all thy Luſt: of Vengeance on me, 
Waſh in my Blood, and ſteep thee in my gore; 
Feed like a Vulture, tear my bleeding heart. 
Bat O Roxana! *hat there may appear 
A Glimpſe of- Juſtice for thy. Cruelty, . 
A grain of Goodneſs for a maſs of Evil, - 
: Cory me my Death in Alexander's preſence. . 
; Rox, Not for WW; Rule of Heaven ; —are 7op fo cunning ? 


x 


Here let me lie and. 
Alex. Anſwer 
- What, is the b 
Thar 1 muſt EEG jos; NOTE. Ea | 
Never Ee in | ne ap af, , _ ” | She * oo 6 
Nor rl the Loves that 3 'd: iy he a ear Beams ,- SEM Wea 
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Than to have. Tiv'd ano 
x. All, all; 


And, -O ES 


'Of your cg r ae, 
Salute "your | 


Is « | 

Ple kiſs it. an, Relique\ 

And Love ſhall:graſp it with \ Theſe dying hs 
Mex,. O thart'thou wert a man; that 1 

Thee. round the: World, and: ſcarrer thy 


+drive me, hew me into ſinalleſt angry, 
"My duſt ſhall be inſpir'd with a new fondneſs. ; 
Still the Loye-motes ſhall play before your Eyes, 
Where e're you x however you deſpiſe 
FCS NO 'a'gl ice £Nz 
[comes wingy with death.” . 
W rds, 


not ſuch ords, my Royal Maſter, 
Servant 
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 1W bat means this deadly dew 
My heart too-heaves. © OY 
__ Caf. It will anon ok oy ii 
The Poyſon works,  - * 
Pol. Ve ſee the wiſlfa' effi OT 
Eel! remove, and gorge 1 me WRE \Reyenge: 


Enter Perdiccas' In Lyſintathes i; 4.7 


Perd, | beg. a Majeſty will. pardon ' = Fee, 3h 
A fatal Meſſen g SAE-3ont; 7590 Va "> WR 
Great Syſigambis, hearing” Statira's dealh, © XARE: 28 9762 4h 
hy nom ew T0 aL. 


<4 
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fon: | 
At your laſt Feaſt, is of a5 
Alex, How dead! be; 


ſtretch = Lhe 
| Who had the, Car 


Burn all the Spices [4 

Beat down the 

And for 6 rac | 

Root. up ol Bowers,, 

Draw dry z ms 

To build Oo np $ 

But ſtrip he ſhining Gods to 
Caf. Ha ! whither nom? 

l find Cons Plot grows 

' Murder T7 Fi 5ab 


©. O how 1 il my pry | BR Kevenge SN; Don, 3 
My fancy?s great in | 5 methinks” =. oO 
' The Night grows darker, and the; lab'ring Gholts, is; 
For fear. that' I ſhould find new corints out, 2 
*Rnn o're-the old-with moſt prodgiony fiat Wt Oe 
| ſee the fatal Fruit-betwixt the Ft; | 

- Tho Sieve -brim-full, and the fits te? ſtone ſtand Bil” 


4, 


5 . | Enter Poliperchon. T9 « 
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Ts intd. ai dacntred with a ftrany IE: - SH SY Rs: "0 
+ Embrac'd the. rinces nd, and ſaid he” muſt-- RES 0207 i 
_ Diſparch the” uſineſs of the World in haſte.” DOT abe  .. OS T 


ER ITS =. Enter. Philip oe Theſſalus: F408 SEES TH" - 
Phst.-Back, Back, all ſcatter: UE” a dreadful out | —_— 
I jarg him ery, 1 am bot'a dead man.” © wr © -77*,* 
Thef It Poyſon. tears him with that wighs « Chorrors, OR 5; «+ 
= N "That 1 pity him. FS 4 NY 
5 - WPol. ara 3 —— where ſhall we meet a Fs Re eee + ® 
- ..- Caf. In Saturw's Field. ©. "\ i \$ LE has of «  SOOEC "al 
F..- Methinks I ſee he frighted. Deities, Poo y 
"©  Raminingimorsbolts in their big- bo Dally'd Clonds;.. 14Mf S WES 
-F . - .- "And firing all the Heavens to drown his noiſe. - / +? | | ; 
, BE" Now we ſhould laygh. —— Bur go, diſperſe: your ſelves," = 
| While each Soul. here, that fills his noble Veſſel,” W-! ns : 
+  - --Swells with the .murder,- works with ruine o're ; ws. >. 
"> IE > 6 from. the. dreadfy I deed this Glory draws, - i, © | 4 
Be \ han TIS, ever was. | $15 | 


Like Lightni ing. 
, This 


A bolt of Ice: runs hizzing through wy bowels. 
"Tis ſure the arm of Death, give: mea Chair 7 
Cover me,” for l freeze, my teeth chatter, - 


"Reed. Lars raiſe him ſoftly, | 
Al-x;*Hold;" the" leaſt 


Lyf. Whet' you the 
Shall ſet, it-.muſt+be: Night 
” Alex. Let me embrace: ; 
Weep not, my-'dear-Compani 
Shall fend you in wy- ſtead P 
One that ſhalkJead you forth. ith. -m 
- -— Ty. Break not our he tags 4 
; ©." Perd, We will not p; 
- 3 "Alex, Perdicoas, 
And fee me laid. in 
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